Jerry Mackey 


thinks pavements. More than that actually, but a starting 
point. Maybe small bridges. Sewers. His eye had fallen on 
an ad in the Philadelphia Inquirer for a civil engineer. 


Some of this he breathlessly imparts to the young woman seated 
next to him in the coffee shop. She blanks; others often 
hissed. 


Jerry leaves for his Buick LeSabre. Once outside, "Hey, excuse 
me! I'm INterested in things!" Hurtling pedestrians give him 
Space. Air. "Zombies!" 


